He's lying, said Rezukhm to himself, he's lying, and he's
going to kill me
'Yes, Your Excellency,' he said, *I understand The
division will proceed to Chinese Turkestan *
Ungern moved towards him, cat-like
'General,' he said, chave you got any maps of the
district?'
Taken aback, Rezukhm handed him a wallet
'Good' Ungern verified the contents of the leather
folder *You haven't got any others?3
'No, Your Excellency5
Ungern smiled
'And now,' he cried, 'get to hell out of here' I'm start-
ing at dawn, and you will follow me with your two
regiments at a distance of twenty miles I'll arrange to
leave landmarks for you Or, if you like, you can try to
find your way to Manchuna without maps'
Rezukhm took himself off His back felt appallingly
broad The Baron's going to kill me, he said to himself
As soon as my back is turned, he'll fire
But Ungern did not fire He exerted himself to think
When an arm or a leg became gangrenous, you cut it off
But, above all, you must make up your mind on the spot
to beat death to it Gangrene spread fast You must get
ahead of it He had renounced Russia He had just sacri-
ficed Mongolia He must make up his mind about his next
battle-ground What did it matter where it was, so long
as his principles were sound? And sound they were It
would take longer, that was all Mongolia was only a
gangrenous member He would fall back on the heart He
would go to Lhassa There was something faked, some-
thing borrowed about Mongolia The Mongol lamas'
star-charts
There was some memory, an old memory, a bad mem-
ory, connected with them It was in Transbaikalia, but
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